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PREVIOUSLY 

It's been fifty years since the. super-villains massacred the super heroes and carved America amongst themselves, creating a lawless empire. 
No one quite knows what happened on that day. the day that evil won. And only memories remain of the age of heroes... 

One man doesn't want to remember. Logan, once known as the feral mutant Wolverine, hasn t popped his claws since that final battle... and 
no one knows why. Taking root in Sacramento. Logan is content with raising a family. But there s no such thing as the simple life anymore. 
Logan's peaceful world is threatened by the Hulk Gang — the descendants of Bruce Banner — and they want their rent money... money the 
poor mutant farmer doesn't have. 

Clint Barton, the now-blind former Avenger called Hawkcyc. calls on his old friend. Clint is crossing the country, bound for New Babylon 
with precious cargo, and he needs a guide. Logan reluctantly agrees to go on the one condition that he will not be a party to violence. But 
that's easier said than done for the aging warrior. 

Escaping danger after danger — from Moloids to cloned tyrannosaurs — the duo remains unaware of the host-less venom symbiote that 
stalks them from the shadows. Logan and Hawkcyc arrive at a roadside bar. where Logan finally agrees to tell the story of what happened to 
him so many years ago... the day Wolverine died. 





y YEAH. FROM >■ 
' THE AVENGERS... 
S.H.I.E.L.D....THE 
FANTASTIC FOUR... 
WAKANDA. JUST ABOUT 
V EVERYWHERE, / 
LOGAN. S'- 


S I'M TRYING >s 
TO CALL THEM BACK, 
BUT ALL I'M GETTING 
IS A HIGH-PITCHED . 
V. NOISE. ^ 




THOUGHTS? 






HELLO, 

WOLVERINE. 




UNGH! 


~ YOU KNOW HOW 1 
MANY SUPER-VILLAINS 
THERE ARE FOR EVERY 
SUPER HERO OUT 
L THERE? TWENTY? A 
FIFTY? 


r IT WAS ONLY ^ 
A MATTER OF TIME 
BEFORE SOMEONE 
ORGANIZED ALL THAT 
^ LATENT TALENT... A 


In I * 


my i 


m y J/ 







^ QUICK! ^ 
HIT THE 
EVACUATION 
, TUNNELS! > 


C'MON, WE'VE 
DONE THIS A 
MILLION TIMES 
IN TRAINING! . 






T WE GOT OUR > 
GREATEST MINDS 
TOGETHER AND 
WORKED THE WHOLE 
THING OUT. S 


NOTON 
MV WATCH, 
v BUB. . 


■ OUR SIDE FOR THE BEST 

PA PEOPLE ON YOURS. 

Jsk THIS IS THE END, 



UTTLE MAN. ' l 

1 mil 1 1 1 ~7 _ r M 

1 f 

ar- 



OH MY 
GOD! 


STORM! 


~ WHERE ^ 
THE HELL IS 
EVERYBODY? 


-fji&K, \ \ 

A v\ 

mil, * \ jPk^B 







r no 

MATTER A i 
WHAT YOU B A 
i^HEAR! 

roc/ ^ 

■ UNDERSTAND? 


NOBODY 

r KNOWS! THEY'VE 
BEEN MISSING SINCE THE 
ALARMS WENT OFF! 

. WHAT DO WE DO, , 
WOLVERINE? 


JUST GET 
OUTTA HERE 
AND DON'T 
LOOKBACK! 


(LOOK BUCK/* 






"BULLSEYE WAS THE LAST TO DIE. 
WE FOUGHT FOR CLOSE TO NINETY 
MINUTES, BUT THE BASTARD 
JUST WOULDN'T GO DOWN. 


"ALL WE DID WAS 
TAKE CHUNKS OUTTA 
ONE ANOTHER... 



"EVEN WITH HIS KNIVES IN MY BACK, ALL 
I COULD THINK ABOUT WAS WHAT WAS 
GOIN' ON OUT THERE. WHAT THEY'D 
DONE TO THE OTHER SUPER HEROES... 


"...AND WHAT HE'D DO 
TO THE KIDS IF I DIDN'T 
SEIZE MY CHANCE." 





LOGAN, 

STOP. 

PLEASE. 


WHY ARE 
YOU DOING 
THIS? 


YOU'RE 
SUPPOSED 
TO BE OUR 
FRIEND... 


HUH? 
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DID YOU 

T REALLY THINK YOU 
COULD DO THIS ALONE? 
TAKE DOWN FORTY SUPER- 
VILLAINS? TALK ABOUT 
V DELUSIONS OF y 
GRANDEUR, 


T BUT YOUR ^ 
FRIENDS. PEOPLE 
WHO WOULD 
HESITATE. THAT'S A 
DIFFERENT MATTER 
Jv ENTIRELY. s 








'T r r 



~ YOU 
MURDERED 
THE X-MEN? 


STABBED 

Y EVERY ONE OF 'EM. ^ 
RIGHT THROUGH THE 
HEART. BUT I DIDN'T KNOW 
IT WAS THEM, HAWKEYE. 
MYSTERIO MADE ’EM LOOK 
k AND FEEL AND EVEN j 
k. SMELL DIFFERENT. 







"...AN' 

KILLED 

WOLVERINE 

DEAD." 


"...SO I WAITED 
ON A FREIGHT 
TRAIN... 



BUT A TRAIN 
COULDN'T KILL 
YOU. NOT WITH 
YOUR HEALING 
^ FACTOR. i 



NO, 
BUT IT 
HURT... 


^ ...AN' ~ 

SOMETIMES 
THAT'S 
ENOUGH. 




NOW YOU 

r JUST 77?YTELLIN' ~ 
ME WOLVERINE DIDN'T 
DESERVE TO DIE. YOU 
JUST TRY TELLIN' ME I 
BEEN A FOOL TO HIDE 
k THESE CLAWS FOR J 
FIFTY YEARS. 






S EIGHTY CENTS > 
TO CROSS THE RIVER, 
GUYS. PAY UP OR X SIC 
^ THE ANTS ON YA. ^ 


THIS IS A 
JOKE? 


EIGHTY CENTS OR THE ROAD 
ENDS HERE, MAN. I GOT A 
MILLION LITTLE FRIENDS TO 
BACK ME UP. ALL THEY 
v WAITIN' ON IS DWIGHT TO j 
GIVE THE WORD. 


EIGHTY N. 
CENTS, DWIGHT. 
NOW STAY OUTTA 
TROUBLE, . 
\ HUH? 


, MUCH ~ 
OBLIGED, MISTER 
BARTON. HAVE A 
GOOD ONE, SIR. 


r OH, DWIGHT'S ^ 
ALWAYS SERIOUS. 
.TRUST ME, MAN 


r THAT WAS 
EIGHTY CENTS 
WELL SPENT... 










FORGET 
ABOUT IT, 
BUB. 


r THE PAST > 
ONLY HURTS IF 
WE LET IT CATCH 
v UP WITH US. > 
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